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I HAVE seen Daphne. Perhaps 
jas! perhaps it would have been hap- 
py for me had I not seen her, Never 
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before did she appear so charming. I 
yas reposing, during the noon day fer- 
‘our, under the shadow of the willows, 
there the brook rolls slowly o’er the 
pebbles. ‘The clustering boughs hung 
er my head, and spread their peaceful 
shade upon the water. ‘There I enjoy- 
Bcd the sweetness of repose. But since 
that hour, alas! there is no repose for 
me. 

Not far from the bank where I sat, I 
heard a rustling of the leaves, and pre- 
sently saw Daphne, the beauteous Daph- 
ne! She walked in the shade, by the side 
of the stream. ‘There, with a charm- 
ing grace, she rais’d her azure robe, and 
discovering her lovely feet, entered the 
limpid stream : then her body gently in- 
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clining, with her right hand she laved her 
striv 
held her flowing robe : then she stopp’d, 
and waited till not a drop fell from her, 
hand to agitate the surface of the stream. 


beauteous visage, and, with the other, | 





The water became tranquil, presented | 
the artless semblance of her lovely fea- | 
tures—Daphne smil’d at her own beau-| cup, and I sighing say—QO love! how 
ty, and her flaxen tresses ina charming | 
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brought it to where I sat. Daphne re- 
tired, and [seiz’d the nosegay. Howl 
kiss’'d! How [I held it to my panting 
heart! No, I would not have parted 
with it fora whole flock. But, alas! it 
fades—this lovely nosegay ! and yet it is 
but two days since I first possessed it. 
With what care have I preserved it! I 
have still kept it in the prize cup I gain’d 
in the spring by singing. On which is 
seen curiously engraved, the figure of 
love, sitting under a bower of myrtle ; 
with the ends of his fingers he, smiling, 
tries the sharpness of his arrows ; at his 
feet appear two doves, their wings mix- 
ing together, while they tenderly bill 
each other. ‘Three times each day, in 
this cup, have I refresh’d my nosegay 
with the purest water, and at night ex- 
posed it at my window to the dew of 
heaven. How often, leaning over these 
flowers, have I breath’d their sweet per- 
fumes! Their fragrance seems to me 
more delicious, and their colours more 
brilliant than those of all the flow- 


erets of the spring. It was on 
Daphne’s bosom they. completely 
bloom’d. 


Then in an extacy, I contemplate the 


infectious are thy arrows! how forcibly 


group collected. For whom, I sighing! I feel their sting! Ah! make Daphne 


said, for whom are all these cares? Who 


. — would she please? Who is the happy | 
mortal that employs her thoughts; while 
the pleasure to see herself so lovely thus | morning willl surround it with agarland 
|| of the freshest flowers, and when winter 

While she mused, inclining o’er the | shall despoil our gardens, I will adorn 
brook, she dropp’d the nosegay that) it with a branchof myrtle. 
adorned her bosom, and the stream|| charming doves, may you be the happy 
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blows the roses of her lips. 








feel for me but half of whatI feel for her, 


and I will consecrate to thee this cup. I 
‘will place it on this little altar. Evvery 


O may you, 
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omen of my future bliss. But, alas! in 
spite of all my care this nosegay fades. 
Dejected and colourless the flowers hang 
their heads around the cup; no longer 
they exhale perfumes, but their droop- 
ing leaves fall off. O love, grant that 
the fate of these flowers may not 
prove a direful presage to my tender 
passion. 
nnietibinie 


ELEGANT ESSAYS AND SELECTIONS. 
Indolence and Sloth. 


Nothing is so opposite to the true en- 
joyment of life, as the relaxed and fee- 
ble state of anindolent mind. Sloth is 
so inconsistent with both soundness of 
mind and body, that it is harder to de- 
termine whether it be a greater foe to 
virtue, or to health and happiness. In- 
active as it is in itself, its effects are 
fatally powerful. Though it appear a 
slowly flowing stream, yet it under- 
mines all that is stable and flourishing. 
It not only saps the foundation of every 
virtue, but pours upon us a deluge of 
crimes and evils.—It is like water, 
which first putrifies by stagnation, and 
then sends up noxious vapours, and 
fills the atmosphere with death. 

idleness is the certain parent of both 
guilt and ruin, which should be avoids 
ed. Underthis, are included, not mere 
maction only, but all that circle of tri- 
fling occupations in which too many 

saunter away their youth ; perpetually 
engaged in frivolous society, or pub-| 
lic amusements ; in the labours of 
dress, @r the ostentation of their per- 
sons. 

Amusement youthrequires. Itwere 
vain, it were cruel, to prohibit them. 
But, though allowable as a relaxation, 
they are most culpable as the business 
of the young; for they then become the 
gulf of time, and the poison of the mind. 
—They foment bad passions, they weak- 
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en the manly powers, they sink the na- 
tive vigour of youth into contemptible 
effeminacy. 


THE WIG. 
As I sat musing in my chamber with 














my gown and studying cap on. 
bounced my wife’s black wench Tenefmns 
attended by her sweetheart 'l’oney, boi I 
puffing and blowing like grampusegii} hi 
Amazed, [I started up, and peepefid t 
through the crack of my screen. “ Healiow 
vens 'l'oney,” cried ‘Teney, standing bem Hy 
fore the looking-glass, ‘‘ how like a goiie 5] 
dess I look,” only see “ did you evegmpli! 
now, do but behold, I tell you this beatfiiess 
miss Polly. ‘“ Stop honey,” says Tog 1 
































ney, “ tand traight—don’t touch it fod 
your life—tant be better—la ! how dom 
vine !” Fi 


I was puzzled at first to discovefiine. 
ot. 


It 


what it was gave rise to this rapturow 
strain, in the lovely Ethiopian, but wp. 
on close observance, I perceived her 
head, ears, and part of her cheeks to be 
enclosed ina monstrous, huge, ugly, 
wig, about equal in dimensions to a cle. 
ver sized rackoon skin. Unable, any 
longer, to contain myself, I burs¢ from 
my concealment to vent my feeliggsan 
a good hearty laugh. When th wr 
pretty snowballs, forthwith ho 
from the room, grinning like Chi 
Cats. 

I confess, I very much applauded 
this act of good sense, and ingenuity, 
in my negress, that she should have re- 
course to art to adorn and beautify a 
pate, which nature had unfortunately 
covered with only a spare woolly sub-—j° 
stance, seemed just and apposite—But ft 
that a lady, a fair and delicate lady, 
should ever be induced to commit so pr 
great an act of violence on her person, }° 
as to cut off those locks those curling f 
tresses which nature designed for so} 
great an ornament, and substitute in a: 
their place, a wig, the hairs of which, f 
have been nourished, heaven only knows 
on what scull, is to be sure truly prepos- [7 
terous. 
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THE SwWAVE—A fragment. 
“ Heaven bless thee, and shower 
downallits blessings on thee and thine!” 
said the slave. 
I had presented him with his liberty. 
His joy was too great for utterance— 


























nature being overpowered, he sunk 
nseless on the ground. 

IIe recovered. Gratitude glistened 
»his eye, while fortitude endeavour- | 
{to restrain the tender passion. He | 
»wed his head and thanked me. 

He had a wife in Africa.—Often did | 
e speak of her—and often would the} 
slifted eye seem to call heaven to wit- 
ess the purity of his love. 

I gave him money. Take it, 
id 1, it will carry thee to thy native 
ome 
Fixed in astonishment, he gazed upon 
e. he endeavoured to speak but could 
ot. 

It was enough. I was amply paid, 
nd felt a more exquisite sensation 
an if the Indies had been 
ny estate. 

‘0 ye sons of affluence! ye children 
f prosperity ! listen, and be wise! bring 
he portrait full to view, and improve 
rom the sight. View the debtor in his 
ell! Melancholy is fixed on his placid 
ountenance ! his leaden eyes he casts 
bn the floor, and then heavily lifts them 
p to the wall.—*,Ah ! here is woe !” 
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and in her train attend a ghastly group | 


re-Mb! evil genil. 
fy al Ye proudly rich! let your hearts for | 
tely Puce be softened ; let compassion sit on 
ub-@your brow, and have mercy on your 
But ®tcbtors! 'Vhe God of benevolence will 
dy, @#eward you—and thrones, dominions, 
sofprincipalities, and powers will sound 
on, Py Our praise. 
ingf) Whe cry of fire echoed through my 
so #Pouse—my daughter was in imminent 
in filanger. The slave whom I had freed, |) 
ch, #9 mpelled with gratitude, rushed through | 
ws fthe flames—rescued her from danger— 
»s- PProught her safe to my arms—and dis- | 
Pppeared. 
4 — + > 
| Religion is a thing much talked of, 
er pput little understood ; much pretended 
»” Wo, but little practised. People are as 
1uch deceived themselves as they de- 
ye Meeive others, who think to use religion, | 
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‘them to meeting on Sunday, to appear 
fine, and make a show, and as soon as 
they come home, lay them aside, 
| carefully, for fear of wearing them out : 

‘but that religion is good for nothing, 
‘that is made of so light a stuff, that it 
will not endure wearing, which ought to 
bea constant covering to the soul, as the 
‘skin i is to the body; not to Be divided 
‘from it, division being the ruin of both: 
‘nor must it be thought that religion con- 
'sists only in the bending posture of hu- 
|mility, but in the fervent and humble 
adoration of the soul ; not in the lifting 
up of the hands and eyes, but in the 
warmth of the affection, Outward ges- 
tures and decent behaviour, are things 
very fit and reasonable, being all that 
the body can pay ; but it is inward sin 

“cerity alone that can render them both 
_ acceptable. 





—— +a 
A fellow was lately brought before a magis- 
trate in Wales, on a charge of poaching : the 
moment the justice saw him, he exclaimed, in 
a violent passion; ‘* I see the villain in your 
face.” I never thought, (said the fellow, very 
coolly,) that my face was a looking-glass. 
ee ire 





espair will ere long take hold on him | 


| 
| 


An actress lately performing Lady Anne in 
King Richard, repeating the passage, * Oh! 
when shall I have rest,” was answered 
from the gallery, ** Never till you pay me 
the flirty shillings you owe me.” 


——2 oo 
A gentleman lately advertising for a clerk 
who could bear confinement, and who had been 
several years in his last place, was answered 
by a person whohad been a number of years in 
Newgate. 
eee gee 
** Sirrah,” says a justice, to one brought be- 
| fore him, * you are an arrant knave.’’—*“ Am I,” 
says the other, “ just as your worship spoke the 
| clock struck t wo.” 





——ws « we - 
An Irishman asked one of his countrymen 
| what had become of their old acquaintance, 
| Patrick Murphy. ‘ Arrah my dear,” said the 
/other, ** poor Pat. was condemie to be 
, hung, but he saved his life by dy aj in pri- 
| son.” 


e+ 
A Gentleman who by a fall had broken one 
of his ribs, was complaining of the pain, a sur- 
geon who was present, asked if the injury he 





s they do their best clothes, only wear ! 


had sustained, was near the seriebrae. ** No 
sir,” said he, ‘it was within ten yards of the 
obelisk in St. George’s fields. 











200 





EFFECTS OF WAR. 
Derop’LaTE now, the rurat village stands : 
The aged sire hears not the evening song, 
Nor views witb joy, the dance upon the green, 
The widow’d matron, with her helpless babes, 
Meets not her husband, from the toilful 
plough, 
Nor the lov’d maid, her shepherd from the 
hill. 
No more’s o’erturn’d the now deserted glebe, 
No more the harvest waves on every field ; 
Nor joyful reapers taste convivial mirth : 
Silent is now, the once delightiul scene, 
The way lost traveller finds no generous aid, 
Nor sees with joy the grateful face of man. 
The beasts of prey, roam through the pathless 
grass, 


And the night raven, from the mouldering 
hall, 
Screams sad and pensive to the midnight air. 
Such scenes as these have but too often stain’d 
The boasted arms of Persia, Greece and 
Rome : 
As when proud Xerxes pour’d his millions 
forth, 
To spread destruction o’er illustrious Greece ; 
Or when the Macedonian hero led, 
Across the Hellespont, his barbarous host, 
And drench’d with blood the Asiatic plains : 
Or when the far fam’d Scipio overthrew 
Th’ illustrious Hannibal, on Afric’s sands, 
When he, by means ungen’rous, and unjust, 
Triumph’d o’er the already conquer’d foe. 
And raz’d ill fated Carthage to the ground, 
Or when the same oppressors of the world, 
Extended far and wide, their proud domain, 
By fraud or force, bound nations in their 
chains, 
Made_ kings to tremble on their tottering 
thrones, 
Or meaniy bow ‘neath their imperious sway. 
qocmsibegtinese 
ECMMA, 
The dew drop glittering on the spray, 
The fairest fowret’s graceful forms ; 
The rose just opening to the day, 
All were eclips’d by Emma’s charms. 
Her face was fair as Alpine snow, 
Which lies upon the mountain’s breast, 
But there the rose had lov’d to grow, 
And shed its blushes o’er the rest. 
But Oli! within thar lovely form, 
There dwelt a heart of matchless worth, 
Within, kind heaven bad placed the charm, 
Which made perfection here on earth. 


—— + ee 
NIGHT, 


When, like a brilliant, glittering o’er the 
stream, 
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The silver moon, in radiant glory drest, 
Reflecting, throws around the lucid beam 
And o’er the hazy mirror stands confest 
The forest boughs receive the playful light, 
From verdant leaves, the pearly dews distill 
The glow worm lustres on the enraptured 
sight, 
With vocal cadence purls the silver rill : 
The bird of night resumes his plaintive tale, 
Conceal’d amidst the hawthorn’s lonely bow. 
er ; 
And as the zephyrs die, the echo’s fail, 
Prociaims, with solemn dirge, the passing 
hour. 
On giddy mortals may Apollo shine, 
But Luna and her solitude, be mine. 


~~ + 


TO ANNA. 
Let others boast of noble birth, 
Or think in wealth consists all worth— 
Alas ! my every wish on earth, 
Is centred in my Anna, 
Such beauty in her form I find, 
Such virtue decks her lovely mind, 
The pride, the glory of her kind, 
Is sure my lovely Anna. 
yu gr shines the glorious orb of day, 
And bright is Luna’s silver ray ; 
A lustre bright, the stars display : 
But far more bright is Anna. 
Sweet is the gale that gently blows, 
And sweet the blushing damask rose ; 
But sweet, Oh ! sweeter far than those, 
Art thou, my lovely Anna. 
Could I a diadem obtain, 
The glittering toy I would disdain, 
Nor pomp, nor wealth, my heart should 
gain, 
From thee, my lovely Anna. 
For thee I’d scorn a monarch’s state, 
And think it far a happier fate, 
To dwell in some obscure retreat, 
With innocence, and Anna. 
While lambkins o’er the plains shall rove, 
And feather’d songsters haunt the grove, 
So long my heart with guiltless love, 
Shall burn for thee, my Anna. 
And when I’m call’d to endless rest, 
May I, expiring on her breast, 
To heaven prefer this last request : 
Oh ! bless my lovely Anna ! 
—— + 
EPIGRAM, 
Says a beau to a lady, pray name if you can, 


Of all your acquaintance the handsomest man’ 
The lady rephed, if you’d have me speak true, 
He’s the handsomest man that’s the most un-f 


like you. 
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